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few leagues from the house of his 
female trieiuls, at Kouen, sat down 
on a bank, and plunged into his 
breast a sword which he had pro- 
vided for the purpose. He received 
his death so composedly, that he was 
found the next day by some passen- 
gers leaning aeainst a tree, as if in 
9. slumber. How applicable are the 
Words of one of our best northern 



Irish poets on another occasion to 
the fate of this virtuous pair. 

" Farewell blessed spirits! the finger of 

fame 
Has twioed 9 fair chaplet your 

brows ta adorn, 
Jo ages to cnme shall sbe boast of your 

nauit:. 
And tell your sad »tor;r to ipillions un> 

burn." 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



TO A PRIMROSE. 
Dear litUe Bower of odour rare. 
Sweet barbingerof Samnier fair. 
Thou smileston thy lowly bed. 
And all aroaod thy fragraiice shed. 
In Flora's train among the first. 
By bouateous nature kindly nurst 
Wit'hiu the lap of mother Earth, 
Till genial Spring coiumaods thy 

birtb. 
While yet the chilling winds of March, 
The aged and infirm search} 
Thou dost expand thy ten<ler form 
And "bide the pelting of the storin." 
Beneath some aged hawtlioiu bush. 
Where cheery sits the sprightly thrush, 
Perhaps some school-boy passing by. 
Upon ttiee casts bis gazing eye, 
Aud plucks thee from thy natal soil 
To feed his double sense a while. 
Or In some lonely »ale dost bloom, 
Where thy natiie bed's thy tomb. 
The hours are few thou dost consume. 
What pity, dost so soon decay. 
That thou'rtnot doom'd a longerday. 
Thy odoriferous power to spread. 
To all around thy humble bed I 

Just so man's earthly race like 
thine. 
Is but some fleeting hours nf time. 
For when Death waves his iron wand 
Obey'dmustbe the dread command. 
But not to sleep in death forever, 
The body and the soul must sever. 
The borty to itsfiual rest. 
The soul (if number'd with the blest) 
Pursues its course through worlds un- 
known. 
Unto the high celestial throne ; 
There to join the heavenly choir, 
)a praising the Almighty Sire j 
There feast On never-fading joy. 
And pleasure that knows no alloy. 
ffcji/ofid, 3farc/i2, 1810. 

W.D. 



SEFLECTIONS OF A SWISS SOLUtEB, 
ON HEARING THE NATIONAl TONE WHICH If 
KNOWN TO PSODVCE TUE DISEASE CALLr 
En KUSTAI-GIA. 

" Z*' iatrtpid Swiis thai purdt a forApt shtrt. 
Condemned ta cTiTob lot tmuntmn cliffs no men, 
if chance he lifors tke tang* lO tvjfetly -wild, 
ffhich «B thaic (tiffs ids istftmt haws btguPd. 
Milts at tilt Umg tost sttnti that round Mm rite, 
A"i sinks a marlyrto ripttUaia siglis." 

fUasmaof UoMrjttift 1, ?.26. 

Ye strains I ye melting strains I 

Fired at the piercing sound. 
My bleeding heart complains. 

With agonizing wound. 
Oh ! cease your meltings, ccase$ 

Ye mind me of my home. 
The dear abode of peace, 

Where Fancy lov'd to roam. 
Wide-wasting cruel War, 

With stern tyrannic sway, 
From Alpine hills afar. 

Has torn nie since away. 
From wild o'erhanging woods ; 

From cliffs aloft in air ; 
From i-apid rolling floods j 

From mountains bleak and bare { 
From streams and lonely dells, 

In rural bdauties wild ; 
Where simpJe pleasure dwells. 

With Nature's happiest child | 
From all my country's charms, 

My country ever dear ( 

y3= ' ■ . .. ■ ' '"' I .. 

" • The celebrated Ran* de Vaches ; cet air se 
cheri des Swinn, q(dl filt defeiidu sow peine de 
mort de le joueriiani Icur troupes parcc quil faisoit 
fondre en Unnes, deserter ou mourier ccux quil' 
entendoicnt.tant U cxcitolt en euxTardent de«r 
UerevmrJeutBiys' 

Rou'sou, Qictionare, de Mudque. 
TRANSLATIUN. 

*' This air, so dear to the Swisk. is prohibited on- 
dcT pun of death frwn being played in thdr troopa, 
as it causes those vrho hear tt to melt Into tears, 
desert, or die, so much it exdtcs in them the ar« 
dent desire of le-vUitlng their countrYi*. 
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Where social p1ea«nre warms. 

And nature's beauties cheer ; 
To roam the mountain's brow. 

Elate and unconfiiied ; 
To ran^e tb« vallies low. 

Free as the pas^in^ windj 
To lead upon the green. 

The joyous dance along ; 
When villagers were seen, 

To cheer the rustic song » 
When e'en the neighbouring groves. 

Their melody would join ; 
And Warblers' tuneful loves. 

Could transport add to mine. 

Oh ! c^ase your meltings, cease. 

Ye mind me of my home ; 
When every thought was peace, 

I dream'd no ill's to come. 
Oh ! memory, anguish burns 

My agonizing soul 5 
Despair — regret by turns. 

Exert their fierc6 coutroul. 
Kow 0i$c6rd files abroad. 

And broods o'er rival kings ; 
She shades iih' ensanguin'd road. 

With Horror's dusky wings. 

Helvetia! fated land ! 

To tyrant rule a prey ! 
Thy youth— a mournful band. 

Are rudely torn away. 
Not ev'o the goMeu star 

Of Freedom lights their eyes; 
And guides their feet cp war. 

And bids tl)eir valour rise. 
Oh ! Liberty, the sound 

Is wounding to my ear. 
Till other Tells be found. 

The view is dark and drear. 

But Freedom's cone eqtomb'd. 

Till Phoenix-like she rise j 
Ber SODS, alas ! are duom'd, 

Tu leave their native skies. 
And shall their v^llour join. 

To crush their tyrant's foe ? 
Shall freedom's sops combine, 

Slave^-to lay flreedom \oifi 
No, Altorf ! bigb and proud. 

Thy suul the thought wi)! spuro i 
Fame m$y proclaim aloud. 

What base-boirti' wretches mourn. 
But tbOtt wilt meet thy fate. 

With spirit proudly free, 
Nor ihjMl> tyrant's hate; 

Kb.' death have fears lot thee. 

That on the slu>res>^wbere Ister roltii hit 
iaobd, 
A bortthg torrent, rapid, deep, aild 



Two frowning armies, breathing horror 
stocid, 
(Their hostile camps the far-famed 
waves divide.) 
ICoung Altorf hef rd the strains that fired 
bis breast, 
Where fir rembv'd the scittefd s^ua. 
drohslayi 
The moon arose in silver radiancft drest. 
And solemn silence crown'd (he pai-tiug 
day. 
Brave was the youth, and ever at the call 
Of glory, patriot-worth, his spirit glow- 
ed ; 
Now tyrant laws his generous miiid en- 
thral. 
And quench the flame with dire oppres* 
sion's load. 
Sad Philomel, with sympathetic strain. 

As if to ease his sorrows warbled liigh ; 
Alas ! her flaintive notes were heard in 
vain. 
Or Only answered with a heaving Sigh. 

And now from day to day, he pines with 
grief. 
Nor ever peaceful slumber seals his 
eyes. 
Till heaven in mercy sends the wished re. 
lief. 
And far from home— friends— country, 

Altorf dies! 
Au%ml, 1809. T.H. 



FROM THE fRINCH, BY' 



, ON TH» 



ORISINAI, AND ttXilVt STATE or MAM. 

Though obscurity spreads her dar^ 
veil. 

O'er the mind and the fbaturet of man, 
Y^t the gloom cannot wholly conceal 

What he was when creation began ; 
liifce ii monarcb who seated on high. 

Falling suddenly dowii from his throne. 
There flashes from man's sjieaking eye, 

$Ome semblance of dignity flown ; 
In bis bosom a monitor pleads. 

In accents impressive and meetc. 
To virliie and love it persuades, 

Nor (leases with ardour to speatc : 
It tells bitd the skies are thy home. 

This isitrth dannot be thy abode. 
It Says — from' true peace thou dost roam, 

While thy heart is a stranger to God. 
Nblall tfaat'this world calls great. 

Can fill'Up the void in man^s breast, 
I,ei him roll' in the splendour of state, 

'Vet still* be! wants comfort and rest; 
In the mometot when pleasures Surround, 

He seeks but in vain for refiiase. 
In eternity's bosom 'tis found. 

There virtue tmehhppinCsiitEnows. 



